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LETTER  XXXII

Dresden, October ^th, 1786.
IT appears extremely probable that habit will
be the conqueror; and that Frederick-William
will never be more than what his penetrating
uncle had foreboded. No terms are too hyper-
bolical to express the excessive negligence of his
domestic affairs, their disorder, and his waste of
time. The valets dread his violence; but they
are the first to turn his incapacity to Derision.
Not a paper in its place; not a word written at
the bottom of any of the memorials; not a letter
personally opened; no human power could induce
him to read forty lines together. It is at once
the tumult of vehemence and the torpor of inanity.
His natural son, the Count of Brandenburg, is the
only one who can rouse him from his lethargy;
he loves the boy to adoration. His countenance
brightens the moment he appears, and he amuses
himself, every morning, a considerable time with
this child,1 and this, even of his pleasures, is the

i He died last year.sadors for their illumi-
